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S i l e n c e .  A s h e s  
i n  t h e  g r a t e .  W h a t e v e r  i t  i s  
t h a t  k e e p s  u s  f r o m  h e a v e n ,  
s l o t h ,  w r a t h ,  g r e e d ,  f e a r ,  c o u l d  w e  o n l y  
r e i n v e n t  i t  o n  e a r t h  
a s  s o n g .  
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- G a l w a y  K i n n e l  
" L a s t  S o n g s "  
f r o m  B o d y  R a g s  
©  1 9 6 8 ,  H o u g h t o n  M i f f l i n  C o .  
< u s e d  b y  p e r m i s s i o n )  
The Jester 
Th~ jester on your wall grins 
at you . His hand has been, will be 
poised to pluck the lute. 
You pull yourself from sleep 
or death, recall some sound 
that scared you to this fading point 
where sleep and death are one 
and come or don't come 
as your left eye struggles open 
and your right eye simply won't. 
He has waited while you slept 
while you crept through 
the other room of the dream 
and out. He has grinned as 
a black cat crossed the street 
to avoid crossing your path, 
as ladders crashed around you 
that you wanted to walk under. 
He will watch you tumble from 
the bed, return from all that pain 
awake, stumble to another room 
to wet your trembling hands. 
His hands will tense, prepare 
to play the chord to match 
the sound your pleading eyes 
will make, as you watch the mirror 
drop you and you shatter. 
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T o  B a r b a r a ,  a t  h e r  P o t t e r ' s  W h e e l  
I  a m  j e a l o u s  o f  y o u r  c r a f t .  
I n t e n t ,  y o u  k i c k  t h e  w h e e l  
t o  s p i n  t h e  s h a f t  
t h a t  t u r n s  t h e  h e a d  
a n d  m o l d  t h e  c l a y  t o  s h a p e  
y o u r  n e w  c r e a t i o n .  
T h o s e  q u i c k  h a n d s  
m o l d e d  s u b t l e r  c l a y  
a  w h i l e  a g o .  
L o n g  h a i r  y o u  l o o s e d  t h e n  
f o r  m e  f a l l s  i n  t h e  w a y  
o f  c l a y  a n d  w h e e l  a n d  v i s i o n .  
E a g e r  t o  s h a r e  a l l  o u r  w o r l d s  
1  g a t h e r  b a c k  y o u r  h a i r  a g a i n  
s t u f f  i t  d o w n  y o u r  s m o c k  
a n d  w a i t  
Y o u  n o t i c e  o n l y  
t h e  a b s e n c e  o f  a n n o y a n c e  
a n d  d o  n o t  f e e l  
t h e  y e a r n i n g  t o u c h .  
M u c h  r e l i e v e d ,  y o u  k i c k  
t h e  w h e e l  a g a i n  
a n d  s o  I  a m  s e t  s p i n n i n g .  
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Full Moon 
Last night I crucifixed 
a vampire, silver-bulleted 
a werewolf, and shook the hand of Frankenstein 
while in my back yard 
a clotheslined sheet 
quietly went on ghosting 
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T h e  T r i c k  
T h i n k i n g  o f  y o u  i n  t e r m s  
o f  t w o - o v e r - l i g h t  w a s  e a s i e r .  
T h a t  w a y  y o u  s h a r e d  
m y  m o r n i n g  r i t e  a n d  l e f t  m e  
t o  i d l e  p l e a s u r e  
o f  m y  d a y .  N o w ,  h a v i n g  
s e e n  y o u  t r u n d l e  f r o m  
a  l o n e l y  m a n - f i l l e d  b a r  
y o u r  s h o u l d e r s  s l o u c h e d  
a g a i n s t  t h e  w e i g h t  o f  d a r k n e s s  
I  k n o w  y o u  m o r e  t h a n  I  c a r e  
t o ;  k n o w  y o u r  c r u m p l e d  
s i n g l e  b e d  a n d  b a r r e n  r o o m ;  
k n o w  w h y  y o u r  t e n - h o u r - d a y  
i s  c o m f o r t  t o  y o u .  
N o w  i n s t e a d  o f  l e a v i n g  m e  
t o  m y  o w n  t i g h t  r a r e  e x i s t e n c e  
y o u  t a k e  m e  t r e m b l i n g  w i t h  y o u  
i n t o  y o u r  l o n e l y  n i g h t .  
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The Drunken Prospector 
There was gold all around last night 
I saw it. The leaves held gleams 
too swell to be mere fool 's gold 
and heavily resisted evening wind . 
On water was a shimmering path 
a mule could almost walk on 
with pack and tools and me to boot. 
I allowed that Midas must have 
fled this way when his wealth 
exceeded pleasure. I stepped 
off measures there to mark 
my meager claim, then danced 
and fell down laughing to my sleep. 
An ill-made move; for as I slept 
marauders crept in silently and 
stole my tresure ... Oh, Stranger! 
Judge me not insane; the gold is 
there for having if you take the proper 
road. Come with me then, provide 
us with a stake, and gather courage 
together we may find the Mother Lode. 
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K i  H a i k u  
1  c a n n o t  b e  a  s t a r  
s h i n i n g  t h r o u g h  t h e  n i g h t ?  
A l l  r i g h t  t h e n - a  f i r e f l y !  
A f t e r  t h e  t h u n d e r s t o r m ,  s i l e n c e  
l e a v e s  s c u l l  p l a y f u l l y  
t h e  t r a n q u i l  s t r e a m  
C a u t i o n ,  e a g e r  h e a r t ;  
o n e  f l o w e r  p e t a l - p r o u d  
s o  l i t t l e  p r o o f  o f  s p r i n g  
C h a t t e r i n g  b i r d s  c e l e b r a t e  
m y  s o u l ,  s w e e t  f l o w e r  
b l o s s o m s  e v e r y w h e r e  
7  
Sharks While Swimming 
Lore would have him master 
of that realm, where helmsmen 
mates, and feckless hands tell 
of his feral foraging. An arm, 
a leg; once half a man was seen 
to disappear to jaws he never 
felt. A shark while swimming 
knows nothing of this legend. Blood 
smelt and tasted is his only 
knowledge. Dumb to dawns and 
sunsets, he serves his chattledom 
with fierce devotion. Some 
sound, some thrashing motion, will 
call the million years of now 
into his body. Strike' Circle ... 
Strike! And still the moment's 
meal will bring no rest. A shark 
while swimming must seek protective 
waters, dark and plankton fested. 
There, fugitive from his own death 
he takes what liesure he will ever know. 
Threading, threading endlessly 
through sleepless depths, crude toil 
drives this shore-starved Sisyphus. 
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T h e  G e n t l e m a n  C a l l e r  
N o  n e e d  t o  k e e p  h i m  w a i t i n g  
f i f t e e n  a n x i o u s  m i n u t e s ;  n o  s t a t e l y  
s t a i r c a s e  h a s  t o  f r a m e  h e r  e n t r a n c e .  
C o r d e l i a  s i t s  q u i t e  c a l m l y  a t  t h e  t a b l e  
s a u c e r e d  c u p  u n t o u c h e d  a n d  s l o w l y  c o l d i n g .  
H e r  m i n d  c o m m a n d s  a  s u n n y  d a y ,  w i t h  h o r s e s  
s h e  s m e l l s  t h e  S p r i n g  a n d  s m i l e s  
a t  m u s t a c h e d  m e n .  A  s t o r m  c a n  r a g e  t h e r e  
n o w ,  o r  s u n s  g o  s e t t i n g ;  w h i t e - h a i r e d  
g a l l a n t s  s t i l l  t i p  c r i s p  h a t s  a n d  c o u r t  h e r .  
W h a t  m a t t e r  i f  t h o s e  d a y s  s h e  l i v e s  
a r e  t w e n t y - f i v e  o r  f i f t y  y e a r s  d i v i d e d ?  
T h i s  d a y  a l o n e  w i l l  m e a n  m o s t  t o  h e r  h e a r t  
s t o u t  f r i e n d  t h r o u g h  a l l  a n d  k e e p e r  
o f  t h e  g r e a t  l o v e s  s h e  h a s  k n o w n .  
N o w  h e  h a s  c o m e ,  t h e  q u i e t e s t  c a l l e r  
s h e  h a s  y e t  r e c e i v e d .  " M a d a m e ? "  " O h  y e s .  
1  a m  q u i t e  r e a d y .  Y o u  a r e  r i g h t  o n  t i m e . "  
C o r d e l i a ,  r i s i n g ,  b i d s  a  h o s t  o f  f r i e n d s  a d i e u  
w h i s p e r s  g a i l y ,  " I t  w a s  a l w a y s  y o u . "  
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The Messinger, Finally Arriving 
I have been trying 
to reach him for years 
to tell him to turn 
right instead of left 
to choose the blonde 
instead of the brunette . 
Always the barriers 
were too strong. 
With patience, time and luck 
I am closer now than ever. 
Again 
it is too late. 
He is sitting here writing 
this poem. 
I do not interrupt 
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E p i s t l e  t o  P e r s e p h o n e  
W e  b e c a m e  a c c u s t o m e d  t o  d r o u g h t  
a s  t h e  f a r m e r  d o e s  
w i t h o u t  r e a l i z i n g .  W a l k i n g  
t h r o u g h  f i e l d s  o f  d u s t  
h e  f o r g e t s  t h e  y i e l d s  
o f  y e s t e r d a y ;  e v e n  d e s p a i r  d i e s .  
U n n o t i c e d  d u s t  c o a t s  h i s  e y e s  
n o s t r i l s ,  t h r o a t .  
D r o u g h t  m e r e l y  i s  
e x c e p t  a t  t i m e s  w h e n  
( a s  a s h e s  m i g h t  b e  s e a r c h e d  f o r  
s o m e  f r a g m e n t  s p a r e d  b y  f l a m e l  
h e  s t o o p s  
t o  g r a s p  t h i s  c h o k i n g  s t u f f  
t o  c l a s p  i t  t i g h t ,  t o  s i f t  i t  
o n e  l a s t  t i m e .  
T h i s  d o n e  
h e  t r u d g e s  o n  i n d i f f e r e n t  
t o  w h a t  o n c e  m e a n t  
h i s  g r e a t e s t  j o y  o r  p a i n  
u n t i l  h i s  b r o w  i s  s h a t t e r e d  
b y  a  s i n g l e  d r o p  o f  
r a i n  
1 1  
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A B O U T  T H E  A U T H O R  
D a l e  A l a n  B a i l e s  h a s  p u b l i s h e d  p o e m s  a n d  s h o r t  s t o r i e s  
i n  s o m e  t w o  d o z e n  p e r i o d i c a l s  d u r i n g  h i s  f i f t e e n  y e a r s  a s  
a  w r i t e r .  H i s  p o e m s  h a v e  b e e n  c o l l e c t e d  i n  t h e  b o o k l e n g t h  
C h e r r y  S t o n e s  ( 1 9 7 1 )  a n d  t h e  c h a p b o o k  S h a r k s  W h i l e  
S w i m m i n g  ( 1 9 7 4 l .  H e  h a s  e d i t e d  s e v e n  c o l l e c t i o n s  o f  s t u -
d e n t  p o e t r y  f r o m  t h e  S o u t h  C a r o l i n a  A r t s  C o m m i s s i o n ' s  
P o e t s - I n - S c h o o l s  P r o g r a m .  I n  1 9 8 3  h e  s e r v e d  a s  W r i t e r - I n -
R e s i d e n c e  f o r  t h e  S C A C  A r t i s t s - I n - P r i s o n s  p r o g r a m s  a n d  
e d i t i e d  t h e  a n t h o l o g y  f r o m  t h a t  p r o g r a m ,  I  c o u l d  
s t r a n g l e  t h e  W i n d .  
M r .  B a i l e s  h o l d s  d e g r e e s  i n  E n g l i s h  a n d  M e d i a  A r t s  f r o m  
t h e  U n i v e r s i t y  o f  S o u t h  C a r o l i n a ,  a n d  c o m p l e t e d  t h e  
M a s t e r  o f  F i n e  A r t s  d e g r e e  i n  P r o f e s s i o n a l  W r i t i n g  a t  t h e  
U n i v e r s i t y  o f  S o u t h e r n  C a l i f o r n i a  i n  1 9 8 2 .  
H e  h a s  t a u g h t  E n g l i s h  a n d  S c r i p t w r i t i n g  a t  t h e  U n i v e r s i -
t y  o f  S o u t h  C a r o l i n a  a n d  F r e s h m a n  C o m p o s i t i o n  a t  t h e  
U n i v e r s i t y  o f  S o u t h e r n  C a l i f o r n i a .  C u r r e n t l y  p u r s u i n g  h i s  
i n t e r e s t s  i n  s c r e e n w r i t i n g ,  h e  s e r v e s  a s  a n  a d j u n c t  f a c u l t y  
m e m b e r  o f  t h e  L i m e s t o n e  C o l l e g e  M a n a g e m e n t  S c i e n c e  
P r o g r a m  a n d  a s  a n  E n g l i s h  i n s t r u c t o r  f o r  t h e  M i d l a n d s  
T e c h n i c a l  C o l l e g e  p r i s o n  p r o g r a m .  
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